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Checking around this afternoon to see how everything was prior to my 
departure early in the morning, I was anxious to see how Das was setting. She 
had three eggs under her end had W setting for two days. Naturally, I was 

surprized to see her nest empty. I was more supri surprized to find her sharing 
Ingrid* s nest. And I was little short of astounded that Ingrid's eggs had begun 
to hatch. Three lively goslings were visible between the joint mothers, but 



their imprinting, or their attachment to and identification of Ingrid as their 
mother was clear. Das was merely sitting, there, on guard. The babies were 
under and around and ever Ingrid. 

Hoping to save the three eggs Das had laid before she went broody, I 
shifted them under her. A large galvanized feed scoop served as e shield to 

divert her persistent and anticipated biting. She got me only twice as I tried to 
place the eggs under her. The main force of her bio* and her bite were diminished 



by heavy, impregnated gloves which protected me but made handling tbs large eggs 

awkward. Because of her attack I wasn’t able to get them under her and I had to 
settle xor merely getting them inside the barrel. Because she had robbed Ingrid 
°f only a small amount of her nesting material, including down Ingrid had 



plucked flora her own breast, tfe 



eggs wound not remain under her. Diverting her 
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continuing attacks with a stick, I was able to @st a full scoop of shavings 

in front of her. To avoid my otter provocation, which might result in the 
breaking of the eggs, I beat a hasty retreat, with the fervent hope that she'd 

h eve enough instinct, of not enough good sense or motherly devotion, to feshion 
her own nest from them. 

There remained, of course, the bd>g question: would she leave the nest when 

Ingrid decided her babies had to be fed? At that time Ingrid would desert any 

Das 

unhatched eggs, fertile and viable or not. If ingrtd were a really good goose 
she'd take over the remainder of the hatching. Our Emdens on occasion had 
operated just such cooperative hatchings, with the real mother returning to the 
nest with the earliest young to hatch and picking .up those that hatched later. 

'Hxi Given the record of both Ingrid and Das, this is expecting too much, and I'm 
prepared to return from my trip to find all the unhstched eggs abandoned if, 
indeed, that doesn't hapren before I leave. We may or may not then be able to get 
them into an uncubator in tine to save them. All four of our incubators are loaned 
out, so we have to depond on these unmotherly mothers. 

Nor is Roberto any help. That former philandered couldn’t care less about 



either of his mates oh iheir young. He hasn’t been down to guard the nests from 
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the time Ingrid began to set. I could understand this while Das was not 

in 8 femily way, for clearly she was his greater love. I had, in feet, even doubted 

that he had remarried with Ingrid. But his complete lack of interest in Das a hi her 
vital function was astounding behavior for a male goose, even for Roberto, who 
was such a departure from the normal, chivalrous goose behavior pettern. 




